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Charles's Golden Days, but naturally I did not know this
at the time*    The Elder therefore seemed a true piece
of the real Bernard Shaw.    It was true that none of the
other characters called The Elder mad, but we discounted
this omission by pointing out to each other that his madness
was too obvious to be worth mentioning, since the perfectly
respectable twentieth-century old gentleman lived in a cave
and wore strange clothes.    So I, who for my sins was due
to play the part, took a new lease of life, and plucking up
courage, dressed The Elder in a bright green cycling suit
of Norfolk pattern and 1900 fashion, surmounting it with
suitable whiskers and a manufactured nobility of forehead.
Only the ears defeated me.    But even this madcap con-
triving failed to save the play, and one can only say that
Shaw's presence on the stage by proxy, so to speak, caused
us less pecuniary loss that we would have sustained without
him.    It was worth it, however: especially in Montreal,
whose most eminent critic, like William Archer before him,
once in a theatre, was apt to nod.    The applause which
greeted the appearance of * Bernard Shaw,' however, roused
him from slumber, and he nearly had a fit.   The knowledge
that Bernard Shaw was at that precise moment at sea on a
world cruise galvanized him into one livid moment of
agonized life, and then he gave it up.    He shut his eyes
quickly, darkly murmuring something about halving got
'em again, and returned to his slumbers.    We had played
Too True to be Good in San Francisco, and when the
S.S. Empress of Britain a few weeks later put into that port
with Mr. and Mrs. Bernard Shaw on board, one of the
swarm of reporters confronted Shaw with a photograph of
his impersonator, and asked him to autograph it.    The
pen was poised before Shaw, who took the matter in good
part, saw through the hoax, and even went so far as to pay
me the Shavian compliment by telling the reporter that
I was 'mad as a hatter.'    At the same time he made it
clear that he was no more The Elder than he was any of
his other characters.
Hunting for Shaw in the plays is a difficult pastime. The
results are uncertain, and many a time the snark fades into a
boojum. For this 'reasonable, patient, consistent, apologetic,